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TEASING 

LAWRENCE  T  WILL  §ive  you  a11  my  keys> 

JL  You  shall  be  my  chatelaine, 
You  shall  enter  as  you  please, 
As  you  please  shall  go  again. 

When  I  hear  you  jingling  through 
All  the  chambers  of  my  soul, 

How  I  sit  and  laugh  at  you 

In  your  vain  house-keeping  role  ! 

Jealous  of  the  smallest  cover, 
Angry  at  the  simplest  door, 

Well,  you  anxious,  inquisitive  lover, 
Are  you  pleased  with  what's  in  store  ? 

You  have  fingered  all  my  treasures  : 
Have  you  not,  most  curiously, 

Handled  all  my  tools  and  measures 
And  masculine  machinery  ? 

Over  every  single  beauty 

You  have  had  your  little  rapture ; 

You  have  slain,  as  was  your  duty, 
Every  sin- mouse  you  could  capture. 

Still  you  are  not  satisfied, 

Still  you  tremble  faint  reproach, 

Challenge  me  I  keep  aside 

Secrets  that  you  may  not  broach. 

Maybe  yes  and  maybe  no, 

Maybe  there  are  secret  places, 
Altars  barbarous  below, 

Elsewhere  halls  of  high  disgraces. 
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Maybe  yes  and  maybe  no, 

You  may  have  it  as  you  please, 

Since  I  like  to  keep  you  so, 

Suppliant  on  your  curious  knees. 


MARCH    OF   THE    RECRUITS 

UP  Whitehall  in  the  morning,  from  the  Mall  to  Marble  Arch, 
Not  a  gun  among  them,  they  whistle  as  they  march, 
With  France  in  their  fancy,  and  music  in  their  heels, — 

March  !  Marchons  ! 
The  beat  of  their  feet  holds  up  the  London  wheels. 

From  Southwark  to  the  Temple,  from  the  Tow'r  to  Waterloo, 
You  can  hardly  tell  from  Adam  what  tune  they  whistle  to, — 
With  France  in  their  fancy,  and  Calais  in  their  blood, — 

March  !  Marchons  ! 
They  march  in  the  sun,  or  squelch  by  in  the  mud. 

From  Holborn  to  St.  Martin,  from  the  town  to  the  Heath, 
They  are  out  on  a  road  that  never  cared  for  death, — 
While  London  looks  on,  they're  spoiling  for  the  fight, — 

March!  Marchons  I 
They're  men,  born  again,  that  went  home  boys  last  night. 

From  London  Stone  to  Croydon,  from  the  Bank  to  Islington, — 
They  are  marching  to  the  Front,  ay;  every  mother's  son  : 
Take  heart,  little  woman,  don't  fret  for  the  line, — 

March  !  Marchons  ! 
The  trench  enfiladed,  the  grave  dug  on  the  Rhine. 

Up  Whitehall  in  the  morning,  they  hum  the  Marseillaise, 
And  in  every  lad  that  hears,  a  little  drummer  plays, — 
March  Britain !  March  France  !  Till  Belgium  is  free, 

March  !  Marchons  ! 
We  go  to  war,  to  end  the  war  that  murders  Liberty. 
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THE   POETRY  BOOKSHOP. 

During  1915,  while  the  publication  of  POETRY  AND 
DRAMA  is  suspended,  a  series  of  Chapbooks  and  Broadsides, 
usually  with  illustrations,  will  be  issued  by  The  Poetry 
Bookshop,  at  prices  varying  from  one  penny  to  a  shilling. 

Readings  of  poetry  will  be  given  on  Tuesdays  and 
Thursdays  at  6  o'clock.  Further  particulars  of  these  are 
sent  on  application. 

A  monthly  list  of  new  publications  will  be  issued  to 
replace  the  Book  Lists  hitherto  appearing  in  POETRY  AND 
DRAMA.  Copies  will  be  sent  regularly  to  any  address  on 
application. 
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